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Chapter 1

The late-afternoon sun slanted through the bare windows of the new house, Chelsea stood in the center of what would eventually be the living room, hands on her hips, turning slowly in a full circle as if the empty space might reveal its secrets if she looked hard enough.

Boxes towered around her like cardboard sentinels—some labeled in her neat handwriting (KITCHEN – FRAGILE, MASTER BEDROOM – CLOTHES), others in Blake’s hurried scrawl (MISC – GARAGE). The moving truck was finally gone; the two college kids Blake had hired had driven off with a wave and a generous tip, leaving only the quiet hum of central Texas cicadas and the occasional bark of a dog down the street.

She walked to the front window and peered through the blinds they hadn’t yet replaced. The neighborhood looked exactly like the real-estate photos: wide, clean sidewalks, tidy lawns, brick facades with cheerful shutters. A woman in yoga pants pushed a stroller past, earbuds in, eyes fixed ahead. Chelsea raised her hand in what she hoped was a friendly wave. The woman glanced over, gave the smallest lift of her chin—barely a nod—then kept walking.

Chelsea’s hand dropped. She let the blind slat fall back into place with a soft clack.

Behind her, Blake thudded down the stairs carrying the last of the wardrobe boxes. His T-shirt clung to his shoulders with sweat, hair damp at the temples. He looked happy, energized, the way he always did after physical work.

“Almost done,” he said, setting the box down with a satisfied grunt. “Garage is next. You want me to start on that now or help you unpack the kitchen first?”

Chelsea forced a smile. “Kitchen, I think. I’d like to at least find the coffee maker before tomorrow.”

He crossed the room in three easy strides and wrapped his arms around her from behind, chin resting on her shoulder. “We’re here,” he murmured against her ear. “New start. New house. New everything. It’s gonna be good, Chels.”

She leaned back into him, letting his warmth steady her. “I know.”

But as he kissed the side of her neck and then pulled away to grab another box, she stayed by the window a moment longer. Outside, the yoga-pants mom had stopped to talk to another woman who’d come out onto her porch with a glass of iced tea. They laughed at something, heads close together, easy and familiar.

Chelsea pressed her fingertips to the cool glass.

She had spent the last three weeks saying goodbye to the friends she’d known since college, to the coffee shop two blocks from their old apartment, to the walking path along the river where she used to run on Saturday mornings. Now she was here, in a neighborhood that felt polished and polite and utterly closed.

Blake’s voice floated in from the kitchen. “Hey—found the mugs! Want me to set up the coffee station?”

“Coming,” she called back.

She took one last look at the street—quiet now, no one in sight—then turned away from the window and walked toward the sound of her husband’s voice, stepping carefully around the maze of boxes that still held most of their life in storage.

For now, that was enough.

A week slipped by in a blur of half-unpacked boxes and the low drone of the ceiling fan Blake had installed the first day. Chelsea had claimed the kitchen as her territory: cabinets wiped clean, dishes stacked in precarious towers on the counter, labels peeled from boxes and smoothed flat like evidence of progress. The house was starting to feel less like a stranger’s and more like theirs, but the quiet still pressed in at the edges.

Blake came through the front door just after six, gym bag slung over one shoulder, cheeks flushed and hair damp from the shower he’d taken at the facility. He smelled faintly of eucalyptus body wash and clean sweat.

“Hey, babe,” he called, kicking the door shut behind him. “You will not believe the setup they’ve got over there. Full rack of Rogue plates, turf for sled pushes, even a sauna in the back. It’s like they built it for people who actually use it.”

Chelsea looked up from where she was kneeling on the tile, sorting through a box of mismatched Tupperware. She brushed a strand of hair from her face with the back of her wrist. “Sounds nice. Did you lift heavy today?”

“Decent. Bench is coming back up slow, but I hit a PR on deads.” He dropped the bag by the stairs and crossed to the fridge, pulling out a bottle of water. “Met a couple guys who train there regularly. Tom—he’s the one with the loud laugh—and this other dude, Rex. Rex is quiet, but he’s strong as hell. Spot him on squats and the bar doesn’t even bend.”

She nodded, smiling because he was smiling. “That’s great. You’ve already got gym buddies.”

“Yeah.” He took a long drink, then leaned against the counter, watching her. “They invited me to grab beers after next week. Some backyard thing at Tom’s. Said to bring you if you’re free.”

Chelsea’s hands stilled on a stack of lids. “Oh. I… maybe. There’s still so much to do here.”

Blake’s expression softened. “No pressure. I just thought it might be good for you to get out. Meet some people.”

“I know.” She forced the smile back into place. “I’ll think about it.”

He nodded, didn’t push. Instead he came around the island, crouched beside her, and picked up a rogue plastic container lid that had skittered across the floor. “You’ve been at this all day.”

“Someone has to make sure we don’t eat off paper plates forever.”

He chuckled, set the lid in the pile, then reached over and tucked that same stray strand behind her ear. “You’re doing a lot. I see it.”

She looked down at the box between them, suddenly aware of how many hours she’d spent alone in these rooms while he was out there laughing with strangers who already felt like friends. “It’s fine,” she said quietly. “I like having things organized.”

Blake studied her for a beat, then stood and offered his hand. “Come on. Break for dinner. I’ll order from that taco place we passed on the way in. You pick the movie after.”

Chelsea let him pull her up. Her knees ached from the hard floor, but she didn’t say so. “Deal.”

They ate on the couch—still plastic-wrapped because she hadn’t decided on a throw blanket yet—while some mindless action flick played in the background. Blake talked more about the gym: Tom’s stories about his college football days, Rex quietly correcting everyone’s form without making it a thing, the way the whole place felt alive in a way their old apartment complex never had.

Chelsea listened, nodding at the right moments, laughing when he did. But every time he mentioned a name—Tom, Rex, some guy named Mike who owned a pressure washer—she felt the distance between their days stretch a little wider.

Later, after the credits rolled and Blake had gone upstairs to shower again, she stayed in the kitchen to finish what she’d started. The house was quiet except for the hum of the dishwasher she’d finally hooked up. She wiped down the counters one more time, even though they were already clean, then turned off the overhead light.

Through the window above the sink she could see the streetlights glowing softly along the curb. A car rolled past slowly, headlights cutting through the dark. Somewhere down the block a garage door rattled shut.

Chelsea stood there a long moment, hands braced on the edge of the sink, staring at nothing.

Then she turned, switched off the last lamp in the living room, and climbed the stairs to join her husband in the bed that still smelled faintly of new mattress plastic.

Tomorrow she would keep unpacking.

Tomorrow she would try harder to feel like she belonged here.

The next Saturday morning Chelsea woke to the smell of coffee already brewing downstairs. She lay still for a minute, listening to Blake move around the kitchen—cabinet doors opening and closing, the soft clink of mugs. The house felt different today: less like a borrowed space, more like something settling into place. She pulled on leggings and an old college sweatshirt, ran a brush through her hair, and went down.

Blake was at the island in gym shorts and a faded tank top, scrolling on his phone while he sipped from one of the mugs she’d finally unpacked. He looked up when she appeared and grinned.

“Morning, beautiful. Ready to sweat a little?”

She made a face. “I’m ready to try. That’s the best I can promise.”

He laughed and pushed a travel mug toward her—black, no sugar, just how she liked it. “That’s all I’m asking. Come on, it’ll be good for both of us. Fresh air, endorphins, maybe you’ll spot someone to talk to. The place is full of people our age.”

Chelsea took the mug, wrapping her hands around the warmth. “I’m not great at gyms. You know that. I’ll probably just walk on the treadmill and feel like everyone’s judging my form.”

“No one’s judging. And if they are, screw ’em. We’re new here—we get a free pass to be awkward for a while.” He came around the island, kissed her forehead, then grabbed his keys from the hook by the door. “Let’s go before you talk yourself out of it.”

The drive was short—ten minutes through quiet streets lined with live oaks and brick mailboxes. The gym sat at the edge of a small strip center: big glass windows, bold red lettering that read IRON PULSE FITNESS, cars already filling the lot even though it was barely nine.

Inside, the air was cool and sharp with the metallic tang of rubber mats and effort. Music thumped low from overhead speakers—something driving and bass-heavy. Chelsea felt immediately small. Rows of squat racks, benches, and cable machines stretched out in front of her; mirrors everywhere reflected endless versions of people who looked like they belonged here.

Blake swiped their new membership cards at the front desk, chatted easily with the girl behind the counter, then led Chelsea toward the cardio section. “Treadmills are over here. Start easy, yeah? Twenty minutes, whatever pace feels good.”

She nodded, stepped onto the machine, and fiddled with the buttons until it started moving under her feet. Blake gave her a thumbs-up, then headed toward the free weights where a cluster of guys was already gathered.

Chelsea kept her eyes forward at first, focusing on the rhythm of her steps, the numbers ticking up on the display. But curiosity pulled her gaze sideways.

There they were—Blake’s new friends. A broad-shouldered guy with a booming laugh had to be Tom; he was slapping another man on the back, voice carrying over the clank of iron while they stacked heavy plates onto the barbell. Next to them stood the taller, quieter one—dark hair falling just over his brow, every movement radiating that effortless, coiled strength that made the air feel heavier. Rex. She remembered Blake saying the name like it was nothing.

Chelsea’s breath snagged.

His arms were thick, veins tracing the surface like rivers under tanned skin, biceps swelling and releasing with each controlled adjustment of the bar. The black compression shirt hugged his chest so tightly she could see the hard slabs of his pecs shift when he breathed, the deep cut of his shoulders leading down to a narrow waist that promised power in every line. But it was lower—God help her—that her gaze locked and refused to move.

Even in the loose gray gym shorts, the heavy bulge between his thighs was obscene. Thick, unmistakable, the fat outline of his cock lay heavy against his left leg, the wide head clearly defined through the thin fabric no matter how he shifted his stance or tugged at the waistband to settle it. Soft—or at least not fully hard—and still it strained forward, the weight of it pulling the material taut in a shameless, heavy arc that made her mouth go dry and her core clench on instinct. He adjusted again, casual, almost absentminded, but the motion only made the thick ridge more pronounced, the subtle bounce of it as he braced to spot the lifter sending a fresh pulse of heat straight between her thighs.

A low, shameful throb started low in her belly. Her nipples tightened against the inside of her sports bra. She felt suddenly too warm, too aware of the dampness gathering between her legs, the way her leggings clung to the sudden slickness.

Rex glanced up—caught her staring for half a heartbeat. His eyes were dark, steady. He gave her the smallest, most polite nod, nothing lewd, nothing knowing, then turned back to the bar, thighs flexing wide as he planted his feet and braced to spot.

Chelsea’s cheeks burned. She jerked her gaze back to the treadmill screen, jabbing the incline button twice more just to have something to do with her trembling hands. The belt steepened under her feet; her heart hammered louder than the bass thumping through the speakers.

She told herself it was nothing. Just a glance. Just biology.

But the image had already branded itself behind her eyelids: Rex’s carved body, the quiet dominance in every flex, and most of all that thick, heavy cock he couldn’t hide no matter how hard he tried—swelling the front of his shorts like a promise she hadn’t asked for and couldn’t unsee.

She walked faster, legs burning, trying to outrun the slow, insistent ache that had taken root between her thighs.

It didn’t work.

Blake circled back after about ten minutes, sweaty already, towel around his neck. “How’s it going?”

“Fine,” she said, a little breathless. “This is… a lot.”

He glanced over his shoulder at the group, then back at her. “They’re good guys. Tom’s loud but harmless. Rex is solid—doesn’t talk much, but when he does, people listen. You want me to introduce you?”

She shook her head quickly. “Not yet. I’m just… warming up. Literally.”

“Fair enough.” He squeezed her arm. “I’ll be over there if you need me. Take your time.”

He jogged back to the racks. Chelsea watched him slide easily into the conversation—laughing at something Tom said, fist-bumping Rex like they’d known each other for years. The sight of it twisted something in her chest: not jealousy exactly, but a quiet ache. He fit here. She was still on the outside looking in, walking in place while the world moved around her.

She stayed on the treadmill for thirty minutes—longer than she’d planned—until her legs burned and her shirt clung to her back. When she finally stepped off, legs shaky, Blake was already wiping down equipment, ready to go.

In the car on the way home he was still buzzing. “See? Not so bad, right?”

“It was okay,” she admitted. “I didn’t die. That’s a win.”

He reached over and laced his fingers through hers. “Next time you’ll feel less like a newbie. Promise.”

She looked out the window at the passing houses—same brick, same neat lawns, same polite distance. “Maybe,” she said softly.

But as they pulled into their driveway, she couldn’t shake the image of Rex’s brief nod, that huge bulge, or the way Blake had looked so at ease among them.

For the first time since the move, the gym didn’t feel entirely foreign.

It felt like a door—one she wasn’t sure she wanted to walk through yet, but one that had cracked open just enough to let a little light in.


Chapter 2

The barbecue invitation came on a Thursday evening, casual as anything. Blake’s phone buzzed while they were eating takeout Thai on the still-unfinished patio—paper plates because the good ones were buried in a box labeled DINING ROOM. He glanced at the screen, grinned, and looked up at Chelsea.

“Tom just texted. Backyard thing tomorrow night at his place. Burgers, beers, maybe some music. Said to swing by around seven if we’re free.”

Chelsea poked at a piece of pad thai with her fork. The humidity had settled in for the evening, thick and sticky even after sunset, and the citronella candle between them flickered weakly against the mosquitoes. She’d spent the day painting the guest bathroom a soft gray she wasn’t entirely sure about yet.

“Tomorrow?” she said, keeping her tone light. “I still have half the garage to sort. Those shelves aren’t going to build themselves.”

Blake set his phone down. “I can help with the garage Saturday. Or Sunday. Tonight’s just low-key—no pressure to stay late. Could be nice to get out, meet some of the wives maybe.”

She nodded slowly. “Maybe. I just… feel like I’m finally making headway here. If I stop now, it’ll take twice as long to pick back up.”

He studied her for a second, then reached across the small table and brushed his thumb over her knuckles. “Okay. No big deal. I’ll go for a bit, say hi, come back early. You sure you don’t want to come? Even for an hour?”

“I’m sure.” She smiled, small but real. “Go have fun. Tell them I said hi. And bring me back a story—I want to hear what Tom’s backyard looks like. Probably has a pool bigger than our house.”

Blake laughed. “Probably. Alright, deal.”

He left the next evening just after six-thirty, wearing a clean polo and jeans, smelling faintly of the cedarwood cologne he saved for going out. Chelsea waved from the front porch as his taillights disappeared around the corner, then went back inside to the garage.

The space was still half chaos: tools in open boxes, holiday decorations wrapped in garbage bags, a disassembled elliptical machine Blake swore he’d use someday. She dragged the shelves out of their flat-pack prison and started assembling them piece by piece—screwing brackets, checking levels with the cheap bubble tool from the hardware store, stacking boxes as she went. The work was mindless but satisfying; every shelf that clicked into place felt like claiming territory.

Hours passed. The garage lights buzzed overhead. She wiped sweat from her forehead with the hem of her T-shirt and kept going. Around ten she took a break, sat on an overturned crate, and drank warm water from a plastic bottle. The neighborhood was quiet except for the distant thump of music she couldn’t quite place—maybe from Tom’s, maybe from somewhere else. She tried not to think about it.

Midnight came and went. She finished the last shelf, stepped back to admire the neat rows, then swept the concrete floor and turned off the lights. The house felt too big when she stepped back inside—dark rooms, the faint scent of paint still lingering from the bathroom. She locked the front door, checked her phone. No messages from Blake.

She climbed the stairs, brushed her teeth, changed into an old tank top and sleep shorts. In bed she tried to read, but the words blurred. She set the book aside and stared at the ceiling fan spinning lazy circles.

The front door finally opened a little after one. She heard Blake’s keys hit the bowl by the entry, his shoes kicked off, the soft creak of the stairs. He slipped into the bedroom trying to be quiet, but the floorboard by the dresser always betrayed him.

“You’re awake,” he whispered when he saw her eyes open in the dark.

“Couldn’t sleep.” She rolled onto her side to face him as he undressed. “How was it?”

“Fun. Loud. Tom’s got a killer setup—big grill, string lights, fire pit. Good people.” He slid under the covers, still warm from the night air outside. “They asked about you. Said next time you have to come.”

Chelsea tucked her hands under her cheek. “Did you have fun?”

“Yeah.” He reached out, pulled her closer so her head rested on his chest. His heartbeat was steady, a little faster than usual. “Missed you, though.”

She closed her eyes, breathing in the faint smell of charcoal smoke and beer on his skin. “I missed you too.”

He kissed the top of her head. “Next one, you come. Promise.”

She nodded against him, even though she wasn’t sure she believed it yet.

He fell asleep quickly, arm heavy around her waist. Chelsea lay awake longer, listening to his breathing even out, feeling the slow stretch of the night around them.

The music from down the street had stopped sometime after he got home.

She wondered, just for a second, what she’d missed—then pushed the thought away and closed her eyes.

There would be other nights.

There would be other chances to step outside these walls.

Weeks melted into one another, the house slowly drinking in their scent, their rhythm. Chelsea had lined the garage with sturdy shelves, painted the upstairs hallway a warm beige that made the light feel like a caress, hung cream linen curtains in the living room that swayed like whispered promises whenever the AC kicked on. Blake’s running shoes waited by the back door like faithful dogs; her favorite mug sat rinsed and upside-down on the rack every night; the kitchen always carried the faint, comforting ghost of morning coffee.

Blake’s gym time had become ritual. Four o’clock most afternoons he left, returned flushed and gleaming between six and seven, showered, then sprawled on the couch recounting sets and banter while she pretended not to notice how his tank top still clung to the ridges of his chest. On Saturdays she went with him—treadmill, elliptical, the occasional gentle yoga class in the dim back studio—but she remained an outsider. Polite smiles to the front-desk girl, a nod when Tom’s loud laugh rolled across the floor, a handful of careful words with Rex once about the broken water fountain. Tiny, guarded bridges.

The poker invitation arrived on a Friday evening while they folded laundry in the bedroom. Socks and T-shirts formed soft mountains on the duvet between them.

“Tom’s hosting cards tomorrow,” Blake said, snapping a pair of black ankle socks together. “Low stakes. The usual guys. They asked if I’d come.”

Chelsea smoothed one of his worn gym shirts across her thigh, fingers lingering on the damp-memory fabric. “You should go. You’ve been itching to play with them for weeks.”

“You sure?” He paused, holding her favorite pair of high-waisted leggings halfway folded. “It’ll probably run late. Past midnight, easy.”

She shrugged, eyes on the next shirt. “I’ll survive. That bookshelf in the office still needs assembling. Might as well do it while it’s quiet.”

Blake’s gaze lingered. “You could come. Not to play—just sit, drink, meet them properly. Some of the wives drop by sometimes.”

The thought squeezed her stomach: perched on the edge of a leather sectional while men slapped cards and talked shit, pretending she wasn’t acutely aware of every inch of space between her body and theirs. “I’d only be in the way,” she said, voice deliberately light. “Go. Win enough to buy that couch we keep circling. I’ll be fine.”

He laughed, but the sound didn’t warm his eyes. “Okay. I’ll text if it’s wrapping early.”

Saturday evening at seven he left wearing dark jeans that hugged his thighs and the navy button-down she loved unbuttoned one extra notch. He kissed her slow at the door—tongue brushing hers just long enough to remind her what his mouth could do—then whispered against her lips, “I’ll be home before you miss me.”

She watched his taillights vanish, closed the door, and turned into the heavy silence of the house.

The bookshelf fought her. Screws refused to bite, instructions blurred under the desk lamp, but she persisted, soft indie playlist drifting from her phone on the windowsill. By ten it stood proud; she slid novels onto the shelves—books she hadn’t opened in months—then tucked their wedding album on the bottom row like a secret. Satisfied, she padded downstairs, made chamomile tea, carried the steaming mug back to bed.

11:47 glowed on the microwave when she passed it. She tried to read; the words slid off the page. She scrolled Instagram instead—old friends’ glowing dinners, babies, beach trips she no longer belonged to. The house sighed and creaked as it cooled.

Midnight. One. One-thirty.

Lamp still burning, knees drawn to her chest, she listened for tires on concrete. When the front door finally opened at 2:17 the sound cracked through the quiet like a whip.

Blake moved carefully—keys in the bowl, shoes off—but every stair tread betrayed him. He slipped into the bedroom already stripping the button-down, chest rising and falling a little too fast. The faint smell of cigar smoke and good bourbon rolled off him.

“You’re awake,” he murmured, voice roughened by the night.

“Couldn’t sleep.” She set her book aside. “How was it?”

“Good. Really fucking good.” He dropped the shirt, crossed to the bed in black boxer briefs that left nothing to imagination, slid under the covers and pulled her against him in one fluid motion. His skin was hot, still carrying the outdoor chill. “Tom took the pot. Rex played tight, folded smart. I broke even—feels like winning with those assholes.”

She laid her cheek on his chest; his heart hammered harder than it should after poker. “You sound happy.”

“I am.” His fingers slipped under her thin tank top, tracing idle, possessive circles along her spine. “Missed you, though. Kept thinking about getting back here. About you waiting.”

He kissed her temple, then lower—jaw, throat—slow, deliberate. Chelsea tilted her head, offering more. The kiss turned molten fast: tongues sliding, teeth grazing, his hands shoving her tank up so he could palm her bare breasts, thumbs flicking her nipples into tight peaks.

She moaned softly into his mouth, fingers knotting in his hair. He rolled her beneath him, weight pinning her deliciously to the mattress, mouth moving down her neck, sucking a bruise just below her collarbone while his hips rocked once, hard, letting her feel how thick and ready he already was through the thin cotton barrier.

“Fuck, Chels,” he growled against her skin, shoving her sleep shorts and panties down her thighs in one impatient tug. “Been hard half the night thinking about coming home to this.”

He didn’t wait for permission—just spread her legs with his knees, notched himself at her entrance, and sank in slow, inch by thick inch, groaning low when her wet heat swallowed him to the root.

Chelsea gasped, nails digging into his shoulders. He felt bigger tonight, hungrier, stroking deep and deliberate like he was trying to imprint himself inside her. She rocked up to meet him, slick and aching, the wet slap of skin on skin filling the quiet room.

He fucked her harder than usual—long, punishing thrusts that dragged against every sensitive place inside her—mouth at her ear, voice ragged. “You feel so fucking good. So tight. Been imagining this all night.”

She came first, sudden and shattering, walls pulsing around him as she cried out his name. Blake followed seconds later, burying himself deep, hips jerking as he spilled inside her with a broken groan.

They collapsed, tangled and sweating. His arm draped heavy across her waist; his breath slowed against her shoulder. Chelsea stared at the ceiling, pulse still thundering, body humming.

“Blake?” she whispered.

“Mmm?”

“You’re different tonight.”

He propped himself on an elbow, looking down at her in the lamplight. “Different how?”

“More. Rougher. Like something’s riding you.”

Silence stretched. Then he brushed sweat-damp hair from her forehead. “Just glad to be inside you again. That’s all.”

She searched his eyes. Something flickered there—guilt, hunger, a secret he wasn’t ready to voice. He kissed her softly once more, tucked her against his chest.

“Sleep,” he murmured. “We’ll talk tomorrow if you want.”

Chelsea closed her eyes. His breathing evened out quickly.

But she lay awake, feeling the slow leak of him between her thighs, the faint ache where he’d stretched her, the echo of his unusual desperation.

Something had shifted tonight—small, almost invisible, like a hairline fracture in glass.

She wondered how long it had been growing.

And how violently it would eventually shatter.

The next morning the kitchen smelled of fresh coffee and the faint sweetness of the cinnamon rolls Blake had picked up from the bakery. Sunlight poured through the window over the sink, catching dust motes in slow spirals. Chelsea stood at the island in yoga pants and one of Blake’s old T-shirts, pouring cream into her mug while he sat on a stool scrolling through his phone.

He looked up when she slid the second mug toward him. “Thanks, babe.”

She leaned against the counter opposite him, cradling her own cup. “You’re welcome.”

They sipped in silence for a minute, the kind that usually felt easy. Today it felt thick, electric.

Blake set his phone face-down. “You okay? You were quiet last night.”

Chelsea stared into her coffee. “I’m fine. Just… thinking.”

“About what?”

She lifted her eyes. “About how you came home. You were different. Hungry. Like something was still burning in you.”

He rubbed the back of his neck. “Yeah. There was.”

She waited.

He exhaled. “Last night, after the cards, we were around the fire pit. Tom got hammered and started telling this story about him and Sarah. A couple years back they brought another guy in. Someone they trusted. Tom said it was the hottest thing he’d ever done—watching her get fucked by someone else, hearing her moan different, seeing her come harder than she ever had with just him. Said it didn’t break anything. Made everything hotter. Stronger.”

The words landed heavy. Chelsea’s grip tightened on the mug until her knuckles whitened.

Blake leaned forward. “I couldn’t stop picturing it. Not Sarah. You. Some other man’s hands on your tits, spreading your thighs, sliding into your wet pussy while I watch. You looking at me the whole time, cheeks flushed, lips parted, coming apart on someone else’s cock.”

Heat flooded her face, her chest, lower. Her thighs pressed together instinctively.

“I haven’t been able to shake it,” he went on, voice low. “Every time I see you—bending over to unpack a box, walking around in those tight leggings, showering—I see it. Another man bending you over, filling you up, making you gasp while I stroke myself and watch you take it. And then me joining, fucking you right after, feeling how slick and stretched you are from him.”

Chelsea set the mug down hard enough that coffee sloshed over the rim. “Blake…”

“I’m not saying we have to,” he said quickly. “But it’s in my head now, and it’s making me so fucking hard just talking about it. We’ve been drifting a little since the move. I miss feeling like we’re burning for each other. This… this could light us up again.”

Her breath came shallow. Shame and arousal twisted tight in her belly. “You really want to watch someone else fuck me?”

“I want to see you lose control,” he said. “I want to hear you beg for it. I want to see your pussy clench around a stranger’s cock while you stare at me, knowing I’m the one who gave you permission. And then I want to slide into you after, feel how dripping wet and open you are, fuck you until you scream my name.”

Chelsea’s nipples tightened painfully against the soft cotton of his shirt. Between her legs she was already slick, aching.

She swallowed. “That’s… a lot.”

“I know.” He stood, came around the island slow, like he was giving her time to stop him. When he reached her he didn’t touch her yet—just stood close enough that she could feel the heat rolling off him. “But last night when I came home, I was so fucking hard thinking about it. I needed to be inside you. Needed to feel you come around my cock while that image was still fresh.”

Her voice trembled. “You were rougher than usual.”

“Because I was imagining someone else had already been there. Imagining your cunt still swollen and wet from another man when I pushed inside you.”

Chelsea’s knees felt weak. She gripped the edge of the counter. “I… I don’t know if I could do that.”

“But the thought turns you on,” he said, not a question.

She didn’t deny it. Couldn’t. Her clit throbbed with every heartbeat.

Blake finally touched her—slow, deliberate. His hand slid up her side, under the hem of the T-shirt, thumb brushing the underside of her breast. “Tell me to stop if you want.”

She didn’t.

His palm cupped her breast, thumb circling her nipple until it stood hard and aching. She bit her lip.

“Imagine it,” he whispered against her ear. “Some guy peeling these leggings down, spreading your legs on our couch. Licking your clit until you’re shaking, then sliding his thick cock into you slow, stretching you open while I sit right there, watching every inch disappear inside my wife.”

A soft whimper escaped her.

Blake’s other hand slipped between her thighs, cupping her through the thin fabric. “Fuck, you’re soaked already.”

He rubbed slow circles over her clit through the cotton. Chelsea’s hips rocked forward without permission.

“Tell me,” he murmured. “Does the thought make you wet? Thinking about another man fucking you while I watch?”

“Yes,” she breathed, the admission tearing out of her. “God, yes.”

He groaned low in his throat, pushed her leggings and panties down just enough to slide two fingers along her slick folds, then plunged them inside her. She gasped, clutching his shoulders.

“You’re dripping,” he said roughly. “Thinking about a stranger’s cock filling this tight little pussy.”

He pumped his fingers slow and deep, thumb working her clit in tight circles. Chelsea’s head fell back, breath hitching.

“Imagine him coming inside you,” Blake growled. “Filling you up, then pulling out so I can watch his cum leak out of you before I fuck it deeper.”

The words pushed her over. She came hard, crying out, thighs trembling around his hand as her walls clenched and fluttered. Blake kept stroking her through it, drawing it out until she was shaking and whimpering.

When she finally sagged against him, he kissed her temple, fingers still buried inside her.

“I love you,” he said quietly. “This doesn’t change that. We go as slow as you need. Or we stop. Your call.”

Chelsea lifted her head, eyes glassy. “I need… time.”

“Take it.” He eased his fingers out, brought them to his mouth, licked them clean while holding her gaze. “But know that I’m going to be thinking about this every time I look at you.”

She shivered.

He kissed her once—soft, almost gentle—then stepped back, giving her space.

They stood there in the bright kitchen, cinnamon rolls forgotten, coffee cooling.

The pilot light he’d mentioned the night before wasn’t just burning anymore.

It was roaring.


Chapter 3

For days afterward the house felt different—like the walls themselves were holding their breath. Conversations stayed surface-level: what to make for dinner, whether the new couch would fit through the front door, did they need more light bulbs for the garage. But underneath every ordinary word ran a low, electric current. Blake’s glances lingered a beat too long when she bent to pick up a stray sock; her skin prickled whenever his hand brushed her waist in passing. Neither of them mentioned the kitchen confession again. They didn’t have to. It hung between them anyway, thick and humming.

Chelsea tried to outrun it with routine.

Monday morning she stood at the kitchen island folding laundry, warm sheets still smelling faintly of dryer sheets and sex from the night before. She smoothed a fitted sheet across the counter, tucking corners with mechanical precision, when the image slipped in uninvited: Rex’s thick thighs straddling the bench at the gym, the heavy swing of that obscene bulge shifting under his shorts as he adjusted his stance. She imagined him standing over her instead—dark eyes steady, one big hand wrapping around the back of her neck while the other tugged her leggings down just far enough to bare her ass. The fantasy hit so fast her breath caught; heat flooded her core, sudden and slick. She pressed her thighs together, fingers tightening on the sheet until her knuckles whitened.

She shook her head hard, shoved the folded linen into the basket like it had burned her.

Tuesday afternoon she drove to the grocery store, windows cracked, radio low. At a red light her mind drifted again—unbidden, relentless. She pictured Blake sitting in the armchair in their bedroom, eyes dark and hungry, stroking himself slow while Rex knelt between her spread thighs on their bed. Rex’s broad shoulders blocking the lamplight, his mouth on her clit, licking slow circles until she was writhing, whimpering, begging—then the blunt head of his cock nudging her entrance, stretching her open inch by thick inch while Blake watched every shudder, every gasp. Her pussy clenched around nothing; she felt the damp spot bloom against her cotton panties. The light turned green. She accelerated too fast, cheeks flaming, one hand gripping the wheel while the other pressed shamelessly between her legs for one brief, guilty second of pressure before she yanked it away.

“Stop it,” she whispered to the empty car. “Just stop.”

She was terrified—not just of the images, but of how wet they made her. How her nipples stayed tight for minutes afterward, how her clit throbbed with every heartbeat like it had its own pulse now. She’d always thought of herself as safe, predictable, the good wife who liked missionary with the lights low and Blake’s mouth on hers. This felt like something else entirely—something darker, hungrier, something that might swallow the careful life they’d built if she let it breathe too long.

Wednesday evening she stood in the shower longer than necessary, hot water pounding her shoulders, trying to rinse the thoughts clean. But they followed her under the spray: Blake’s voice in her ear again, low and rough—“Imagine him fucking you while I watch”—and her own traitorous body responding, thighs slick even under the water. She slid one hand down her stomach, fingertips brushing her swollen clit, then stopped herself. Turned the knob to cold until she gasped and the ache dulled to something manageable.

She stepped out, wrapped herself in a towel, and stared at her reflection in the fogged mirror. Her cheeks were flushed, eyes too bright, lips parted like she’d been running. She looked like a woman on the edge of something irreversible.

Downstairs Blake was on the couch, scrolling through his phone, gym bag still by the door. He looked up when she came in wearing yoga pants and one of his old T-shirts, hair damp and loose.

“You okay?” he asked, voice gentle.

She nodded too quickly. “Yeah. Just… tired.”

He studied her for a second, then patted the cushion beside him. “Come here.”

She sat. He pulled her against his side, arm around her shoulders, thumb stroking slow circles on her upper arm. The contact was innocent, comforting—and still it sent a fresh shiver through her. She could feel the solid heat of him, smell the faint cedar of his cologne mixed with gym sweat he hadn’t showered off yet.

They watched half an episode of something mindless without speaking. Every time she shifted, her thigh brushed his; every time he exhaled, she felt it against her hair. The silence wasn’t empty. It was full—of everything they weren’t saying, everything she was trying not to imagine.

When the credits rolled he kissed the top of her head. “I love you,” he murmured.

“I love you too,” she whispered back.

And she did. Desperately.

But as she lay in bed later, Blake’s steady breathing beside her, the forbidden thoughts crept back in the dark—slow, insistent, slick with heat.

She squeezed her eyes shut.

Pushed them down.

Told herself they would fade.

They didn’t.

One evening after dinner the kitchen still smelled of garlic and roasted chicken. They’d eaten quietly—pasta carbonara, a bottle of red half-empty on the table—talking about nothing important: the neighbor’s new sprinkler system, whether they should repaint the guest room, how Blake’s deadlift numbers were creeping up again. Ordinary words. Safe words. But the air between them felt heavier than usual, like static before a storm.

Chelsea cleared the plates while Blake loaded the dishwasher. When the last fork clinked into the rack, he closed the door, pressed start, and turned to face her. The low hum of the machine filled the silence.

He leaned back against the counter, arms crossed loose over his chest, eyes steady on hers.

“Chels,” he said softly. “We should talk about it.”

She froze mid-wipe with the dish towel, heart kicking hard against her ribs. “About what?”

“You know what.”

She set the towel down, folded her arms to mirror him—defensive, protective. “I’ve been trying not to think about it.”

“I know.” He pushed off the counter, closed the distance between them in two slow steps. Not crowding her, just close enough that she could feel his warmth. “But I can’t stop. The fantasy hasn’t gone away. If anything…” He exhaled roughly through his nose. “It’s gotten louder. Every time I look at you—every time we fuck—I see it. Someone else’s hands on you. Someone else’s mouth. Someone else making you come while I watch. And then me taking you after, feeling how wet and open you are from him.”

Chelsea’s breath hitched. Heat rushed to her face, her chest, lower. She pressed her thighs together under her sundress, already feeling the familiar, traitorous slickness.

Blake’s voice dropped lower. “I’m not asking you to do anything tonight. I just need you to know it’s not going away. And I swear to you—this isn’t about replacing what we have. It’s about adding. About turning up the heat until we’re both burning again. I want us to feel alive like we used to. Like we still can.”

She looked down at the tile floor, tracing a grout line with her eyes. “It excites me,” she whispered, so quiet she wasn’t sure he’d hear.

Blake went still.

She forced herself to lift her gaze. “The thought… it turns me on. More than it should. I catch myself imagining it when I’m alone—when I’m folding laundry, when I’m driving, when I’m in the shower. Different faces. Different hands. But always you watching. And it makes me so wet I can barely stand it.”

His pupils dilated; she saw his throat work as he swallowed.

“But I’m scared,” she continued, voice trembling now. “I’m terrified that if we actually do this—if we let someone else touch me, fuck me—it’ll change everything. What if I like it too much? What if you can’t look at me the same way afterward? What if it breaks us?”

Blake reached out slowly, cupped her face in both hands. His thumbs brushed her cheekbones, gentle but firm.

“It won’t,” he said, voice rough with certainty. “I love you too much for that. You’re mine, Chels. Always. This isn’t about giving you away. It’s about sharing a piece of you—because I trust you, because I want to see every part of you, even the parts that make you shake and beg and come so hard you forget your own name. And when it’s over, I’ll still be the one who holds you after. The one who knows exactly how you taste when you’re wrecked. The one who gets to fuck you senseless right after, claiming every inch someone else just borrowed.”

A soft, broken sound escaped her—half sob, half moan.

He leaned in, forehead resting against hers. “We go slow. We set rules. We stop the second either of us says stop. But I need you to know I’m not going anywhere. No matter how filthy it gets, no matter how loud you scream for him—I’m still here. Still yours.”

Chelsea’s hands came up to grip his wrists, anchoring herself. Tears pricked her eyes, but they weren’t sad. They were something else—relief, maybe. Hunger.

“I’m scared,” she whispered again.

“I know.”

“But… I want to try.”

Blake exhaled like he’d been holding his breath for weeks. He kissed her then—slow, deep, reverent. Not hungry yet, just promising. When he pulled back his eyes were dark, glittering.

“We’ll figure it out together,” he murmured against her lips. “No rush. No pressure. Just us.”

She nodded, small and shaky.

He kissed her forehead, then wrapped his arms around her, pulling her against his chest. She buried her face in his neck, breathing him in—cedar, clean sweat, home.

The dishwasher hummed on.

Outside, crickets started their evening chorus.

Inside, something fragile had cracked open—not broken, just… wider.

Enough to let the heat in.

That night the bedroom felt smaller, the air thicker, every shadow sharper. They barely spoke after climbing the stairs—Blake flicked off the hallway light, Chelsea closed the bedroom door with a soft click that sounded final. The lamp on her nightstand cast a warm amber pool across the sheets; outside, crickets pulsed in steady rhythm, indifferent.

Blake reached for her first. His hands slid up her sides under the thin cotton of her sleep shirt, palms rough from the gym, thumbs brushing the undersides of her breasts until her nipples peaked hard against the fabric. She shivered, pressed herself closer, mouth finding his in a kiss that started slow and turned feral fast—teeth clashing, tongues sliding, breaths ragged.

He backed her toward the bed, stripped the shirt over her head in one impatient tug, then shoved his own shorts down. His cock sprang free, thick and already leaking at the tip. Chelsea dropped to her knees without being asked, the carpet soft under her shins. She wrapped her fingers around his base, stroked once, slow, feeling him pulse in her grip.

Blake groaned low in his throat. “Fuck, Chels…”

She looked up at him through her lashes, lips parted, then leaned in and took him deep—tongue flat along the underside, cheeks hollowing as she sucked. He threaded his fingers into her hair, not forcing, just holding, hips rocking in shallow, careful thrusts.

But she wanted more tonight. Needed more.

She reached blindly toward the nightstand drawer—the one they both pretended was just for “massagers”—and pulled out the thick, veined dildo they’d bought months ago on a whim and barely used. Eight inches of realistic silicone, ridged, heavy. She didn’t hesitate. Still sucking Blake slow and deep, she spread her knees wider, angled her hips, and pressed the blunt head against her soaked entrance.

Blake’s breath hitched when he realized what she was doing.

She pushed it in—slow at first, gasping around his cock as the fat girth stretched her open. Inch by inch she worked it deeper until her fingers brushed her clit, the base seated flush against her lips. She moaned around him, the vibration making his thighs tremble.

“Jesus Christ,” he rasped, watching her fuck herself with the toy while her mouth slid up and down his shaft. “Look at you… taking it so fucking deep.”

Chelsea pulled off him just long enough to speak, voice wrecked and husky. “I was imagining this… all day. Two men. You in my mouth… him behind me. Filling me. Using me. Making me come so hard I can’t think.”

Blake’s hips jerked forward involuntarily; pre-cum smeared across her tongue. “Fuck. Tell me.”

She sank back down on him, sucking harder, bobbing faster while she rocked her hips, fucking the dildo in deep, sloppy strokes. Wet sounds filled the room—her mouth on him, the toy plunging into her dripping cunt, her muffled moans vibrating around his length.

“Two cocks,” she gasped when she came up for air again, hand pumping him slick and fast. “One stretching my pussy… the other fucking my throat. You watching me take it. Telling me how pretty I look stuffed full. How wet I get for it.”

Blake’s control snapped. He gripped her hair tighter, fucked into her mouth in short, sharp thrusts while she slammed the dildo home again and again, grinding the base against her clit. Her thighs shook; her free hand clawed at his hip.

“Come for me,” he growled. “Come thinking about being used like that. About being our little slut tonight.”

The words tipped her over. She cried out around his cock, body seizing as the orgasm ripped through her—walls clenching hard around the silicone, slick gushing down her thighs, clit pulsing under the relentless pressure. Blake followed seconds later, groaning her name as he spilled down her throat, hot and thick. She swallowed every drop, milking him with her tongue until he shuddered and pulled free.

They collapsed onto the bed together—sweaty, breathless, tangled. The dildo slipped out with a wet sound; she left it between her legs, still twitching from aftershocks. Blake pulled her against his chest, kissed her temple, her jaw, her mouth—tasting himself on her lips.

After a long minute, when their breathing had steadied, he spoke quietly against her hair.

“We need to talk about this. Seriously. Rules. Names. Limits. Everything.”

Chelsea nodded against his shoulder. “Only if I choose everything,” she whispered. “Who. When. How. I have to be the one who says yes—or no—to every detail.”

“Always,” he promised, voice rough with emotion. “Your body. Your rules. I won’t touch this without your word on every single step.”

She lifted her head, met his eyes in the dim light. They were dark, earnest, a little scared—just like hers.

“Okay,” she breathed. “We’ll talk. Soon.”

He kissed her again—slow this time, tender. “Soon.”

They lay there in the quiet, bodies cooling, hearts still racing. The dildo rested against her thigh, cooling and slick; outside the crickets kept their endless song.

For the first time since the confession in the kitchen, the idea didn’t feel like a crack in the foundation.

It felt like the beginning of something they were choosing to build—together, carefully, and on her terms.


Chapter 4

Chelsea started going to the gym more often. Not every day—nothing that obvious—but three, sometimes four times a week now, always timing her visits for the late-morning or mid-afternoon lull when the serious lifters were still there but the crowds had thinned. She told Blake it was good for her stress, good for her mood, good for finally feeling like she belonged in this new town. He smiled every time, kissed her temple, told her he was proud. He didn’t ask why she suddenly preferred the free-weight floor over the treadmills.

She told herself she was just observing. Just… curious.

Rex was easy to spot.

Tall—easily six-three—quiet in a way that drew attention rather than deflected it. He moved through the gym like he owned the space without needing to prove it: no grunting, no mirror selfies, no loud counting reps. Just smooth, controlled power. When their eyes met across the room he always gave the same small, polite nod—nothing lingering, nothing suggestive—then went back to whatever he was doing. A nod that felt polite and private all at once. It made her stomach flutter every damn time.

She started tracking him without meaning to. Or maybe she did mean to. She’d drift toward the squat racks when he was there, pretending to adjust weights on a nearby machine while she watched the way his quads bunched and released under his shorts, the way sweat traced clean lines down the deep valley between his pecs. She noticed how his compression shirts always looked painted on, how the fabric stretched tight across his shoulders and clung to the hard ridges of his abs when he bent to pick up a plate. She noticed the casual way he adjusted himself sometimes—thumb and forefinger tugging the waistband of his shorts upward—and how even that small motion made the heavy outline of his cock shift visibly against the fabric.

She told herself she was leaving. She’d done her thirty minutes on the rower, wiped down the machine, slung her towel over her shoulder. Rex had disappeared into the men’s locker room 15 minutes earlier, gym bag over one shoulder, back broad and glistening. Time to go home. Time to stop this quiet, pulsing game she was playing with herself.

She walked past the locker-room doors—two plain gray slabs with small frosted-glass windows—intending to head straight for the exit.

The door on the right swung open just as she drew level with it.

Rex stood there.

Not at the threshold. Deeper in the room—maybe ten feet back—facing the doorway like he’d been waiting for it to open. Completely naked.

Water still beaded on his skin from the shower; droplets slid down the carved planes of his chest, gathered at the base of his cock before dripping to the tile. And that cock…

Jesus.

It hung heavy between his muscular thighs—thick even soft, uncut, the wide head partially hooded, the shaft veined and long enough that it swayed gently with his breathing. The sheer weight of it pulled it downward in a slow, pendulous arc; dark hair trimmed close at the root framed it like an offering. His balls hung low and full beneath, skin taut from the hot water. Every inch of him looked sculpted for power and pleasure in equal measure—broad chest, narrow waist, thighs like tree trunks, and between them that impossible, mouthwatering length.

He didn’t move to cover himself. Didn’t flinch. Didn’t even blink. Just stood there, dark eyes locked on hers through the open doorway, calm and unreadable.

Chelsea froze. Her pulse slammed in her ears. Heat surged between her legs so fast she felt her clit throb once, hard, against the seam of her leggings. Slickness bloomed instantly, soaking through the cotton gusset, making her thighs press together on instinct.

Was he doing this on purpose?

Did he know she’d been following him around the gym? Timed it just right so she’d catch him like this—raw, exposed, enormous?

If he had… he was right to hope.

She couldn’t look away. Couldn’t breathe properly. The image seared itself into her: Rex’s towering, dripping frame, the casual confidence in his stance, the thick, heavy cock dangling between his legs like it weighed as much as the rest of him. She imagined it hardening—lengthening, thickening, rising until it curved upward toward his navel, veins pulsing, head flushed dark and slick.

A soft, involuntary sound slipped from her throat—half gasp, half whimper.

Rex’s lips curved. The smallest fraction. Not a smile. Just acknowledgment.

Chelsea stood there another heartbeat—pussy clenching around nothing, nipples aching against her sports bra, thighs trembling—before she forced her legs to move.

She walked out of the gym on unsteady feet, gym bag clutched to her chest like a shield. The sun hit her face like a slap when she stepped outside, but it did nothing to cool the fever under her skin.

The entire drive home that image burned behind her eyelids: Rex naked, huge, unashamed. The way his cock had hung so heavy and thick. The way he’d looked right at her.

She pulled into the driveway, killed the engine, and sat there gripping the steering wheel until her knuckles ached.

Her panties were soaked through.

Her clit was swollen, pulsing with every heartbeat.

And in her mind, Rex was still standing there—tall, quiet, confident, enormous—waiting for her to decide what came next.

Chelsea walked through the front door still flushed, gym bag thudding against her hip as she kicked it off in the entryway. The house was quiet—mid-afternoon sun slanting through the living-room curtains, dust motes drifting lazy in the light. Blake was in the kitchen, rinsing a protein shaker in the sink. He looked up when he heard her, smile easy at first.

“Hey, babe. Good session?”

She didn’t answer right away. Just closed the door behind her, leaned back against it, and let her head tip against the wood. Her leggings were still damp between her thighs—not from sweat. From the memory of Rex standing naked in that doorway, cock hanging thick and heavy, eyes locked on hers like he’d known exactly what he was showing her.

Blake dried his hands on a dish towel, brow furrowing. “Chels? You okay?”

She pushed off the door, crossed the short distance to the island, and braced both hands on the cool granite. Her voice came out quieter than she meant it to.

“I’ve thought about it.”

He went still. The towel dangled forgotten from his fingers.

“About…?”

“About what we talked about.” She met his eyes—steady, even though her pulse was hammering. “If we do this—if we actually go through with it—I want it to be Rex.”

Blake’s pupils blew wide. The air between them seemed to thicken, crackle. He set the towel down slowly, like the motion required concentration.

“Rex,” he repeated, voice low, rough at the edges.

She nodded. “He’s… different. Quiet. Confident without being loud about it. Polite when our eyes meet. And today…” She swallowed, heat climbing her neck again. “I saw him. Really saw him. Coming out of the locker room. Naked. He didn’t cover up. Just stood there. And his cock…” Her breath hitched. “It’s huge, Blake. Thick. Heavy. Even soft it was obscene. And he looked right at me. Like he wanted me to see.”

Blake’s jaw flexed. His hands braced on the island opposite hers, knuckles whitening. “You’re sure?”

“I’m sure.” She licked her lips, tasting the faint salt of her own nervous sweat. “It’s been him in my head for days now. Every time I close my eyes. Every time I touch myself thinking about it. It’s Rex.”

Blake exhaled hard through his nose, eyes dark with something raw—excitement, hunger, a flicker of possessive heat. He came around the island in two strides, stopped just short of touching her.

“Okay,” he said, voice gravel. “Then we talk details. Because if we do this, it’s your call. Every step.”

She nodded, grateful for the structure, the lifeline of rules.

“Do you want me to watch?” he asked. “From the beginning? Or should I stay out of the room until you’re ready?”

“Watch,” she said without hesitation. “From the start. I want you there. Seeing everything. Every touch. Every sound. I want you to see how he makes me feel.”

Blake’s throat worked. “And after? Do I join right away? Or wait for a signal?”

“A signal.” She reached out, fingers curling into the front of his shirt. “I’ll reach for you. Or I’ll say your name. Or I’ll look at you and nod. But only when I’m ready. Only when I want you both.”

He covered her hand with his, thumb stroking over her knuckles. “Hands-off for me at first? No directing—just watching?”

“Yes. Hands-off until I say otherwise.” She paused, searching his face. “And no… cleanup. Not unless I ask for it. I want to feel everything. Raw. Real.”

Blake’s eyes flared darker. “Anything else? Safe words? Limits?”

“Red to stop. Yellow to slow down or check in. Green if it’s good—really good.” She swallowed. “And no condoms, I want to feel it raw.”

“Done.” He cupped her face then, thumbs brushing her cheekbones. “This is yours, Chels. You pick the night. You pick how it starts. You pick when it ends. I follow your lead.”

She leaned into his touch, eyes fluttering closed for a second. “I know.”

He kissed her forehead, then her mouth—slow, deep, claiming without urgency. When he pulled back his voice was soft but steady.

“We’ll invite him over. Casual. Drinks. Show him the home gym setup like we talked about. You decide the rest from there.”

She nodded against his chest, heart racing but calmer now. The rules wrapped around her like armor—clear, solid, hers to control.

They stood there in the kitchen, bodies pressed close, breathing each other in.

The decision was made.

Rex.

Soon.

And when it happened, Blake would be right there—watching, waiting, loving her through every filthy, beautiful second.

Blake sent the text on Tuesday afternoon—casual, friendly, nothing that would raise an eyebrow.

“Hey man, finally got the home gym mostly set up. Swing by Saturday around 7? Grab a beer, check out the rack, maybe lift a little if you’re up for it. Chelsea will be around too.”

Rex’s reply came twenty minutes later: “Sounds good. I’ll bring some IPAs. See you then.”

That was it. No hint of suspicion. No loaded emojis. Just a normal Saturday plan between gym buddies.

Chelsea read the exchange over Blake’s shoulder when he showed her, stomach already knotting. “You’re really doing this.”

“We’re really doing this,” he corrected gently, kissing the top of her head. “Only if you say the word. At any point. You can back out right up until the moment you don’t want to.”

She nodded, throat tight. “I know.”

The rest of the week crawled. Every day she caught herself staring at the clock, counting down. By Friday night she was vibrating with nerves—pacing the living room, fluffing pillows that didn’t need fluffing, wiping counters that were already spotless.

Saturday morning she woke before dawn, heart already racing. She started cleaning like it was a ritual to keep the panic at bay: vacuumed the rugs twice, dusted the baseboards, scrubbed the kitchen sink until it gleamed. She rearranged the throw blankets on the couch three times. When she caught her reflection in the hallway mirror—hair wild, cheeks flushed—she forced herself upstairs to shower.

The outfit crisis came next.

First try: the soft gray sundress that hugged her hips and dipped low in the back. Too obvious? Too much leg? She peeled it off.

Second: high-waisted jeans and a fitted white tank that showed the faint outline of her nipples when she moved. Too casual? Too slutty? Off it came.

Third: a simple black wrap dress—knee-length, cinched at the waist, deep V that framed her cleavage without screaming for attention. She stared at herself in the full-length mirror, turning side to side. It felt… right. Sexy without trying too hard. She left it on.

She spent the afternoon trying to act normal. She made guacamole. Sliced limes. She lit a candle—something neutral, cedar and citrus—so the house smelled like “welcome” instead of “desperate housewife.”

By six-forty-five she was sitting on the couch, knees pressed together, hands twisting in her lap. Blake came downstairs in jeans and a charcoal Henley, looking calm in a way she envied.

“You look beautiful,” he said, voice low. He kissed her slow and deep, one hand sliding to the small of her back, pressing her against him so she could feel how hard he already was. “Whatever happens tonight—or doesn’t—you’re mine. Always.”

She exhaled shakily against his mouth. “I know.”

The doorbell rang at seven sharp.

Chelsea’s stomach flipped so hard she thought she might be sick. Blake squeezed her hand once, then went to answer it.

Rex stepped inside looking exactly like he always did at the gym—relaxed, easy, friendly. Dark jeans, black T-shirt stretched across his broad chest, six-pack of IPAs dangling from his fingers. His hair was still slightly damp from a shower; he smelled faintly of clean soap and cedar. He smiled—small, genuine—when he saw her.

“Hey, Chelsea. Thanks for having me over.”

Her mouth went dry. She stood, smoothing her dress with trembling hands. “Hi. Good to see you.”

Blake clapped him on the shoulder. “Come on in. Let me show you the setup downstairs. Chels, you want a drink first?”

“I’ll… grab some glasses,” she managed.

She escaped to the kitchen while the men headed to the basement gym. She could hear their voices drifting up—Blake pointing out the new power rack, Rex making an appreciative noise about the barbell collars. Normal. So fucking normal.

She poured three glasses of water she didn’t need, set them on a tray, added coasters, napkins, a bowl of pretzels she’d forgotten she bought. Anything to keep her hands busy. Anything to delay going down there.

When she finally carried the tray downstairs, Rex was already racking a plate, sleeves rolled up, forearms flexing. He looked up, met her eyes, and gave that same small, polite nod he always did at the gym.

Except this time it felt different.

This time she knew what was under those clothes. She’d seen it—thick, heavy, dangling between his thighs like it belonged on display. The memory hit her like a fist: the bead of water sliding down the veined shaft, the casual way he’d stood there, letting her look.

Her pussy clenched hard. Slick heat bloomed between her legs so fast she had to press her thighs together under the dress.

Rex took a glass from the tray, fingers brushing hers for half a second—warm, deliberate, gone too quick.

“Thanks,” he said, voice low and even.

She nodded, unable to speak.

Blake watched them both, eyes dark, lips curved in the smallest knowing smile.

The night had barely started.

And already Chelsea felt like she was burning from the inside out.


Chapter 5

The basement gym tour had lasted longer than necessary—Blake showing off the new power rack, Rex testing the barbell’s knurl with a practiced thumb, both of them loading plates for a quick set of deadlifts just to “feel it out.” Chelsea had hovered near the stairs, glass of water in hand, watching the way Rex’s back flexed under his T-shirt when he pulled the bar off the floor, the way his shorts rode up just enough to remind her of what she’d seen in the locker-room doorway. Thick. Heavy. Unapologetic.

Now they were upstairs in the living room, lights dimmed low, string lights along the mantel giving the space a soft, intimate glow. Rex sat on the far end of the sectional, legs spread comfortably, one arm draped along the back of the couch. Blake took the armchair opposite, casual but alert. Chelsea settled between them on the sectional—not too close to either, knees pressed tight together under her black wrap dress, the fabric riding up just enough to bare a sliver of thigh.

The IPAs Rex had brought were cold and bitter; Chelsea sipped hers slowly, the bubbles sharp against her tongue. Conversation stayed easy at first, the kind of small talk that felt safe.

“So the new squat rack’s solid,” Rex said, tipping his bottle toward Blake. “You planning on going heavy with it?”

Blake laughed. “Not yet. Three’s my working set right now. But give it a month—I’ll be chasing your numbers.”

Rex’s mouth curved. “You’ll get there. Form’s already good.”

Chelsea smiled when they glanced her way, contributing just enough: “I’ve seen him deadlift. He grunts like he’s lifting a car.”

They chuckled. Rex’s eyes flicked to her—brief, polite, but lingering a fraction longer than usual. She felt it like a touch.

Talk drifted to the neighborhood. The couple two doors down who’d just put in a pool. The HOA email about holiday lights being “too festive” this year. Rex mentioned his own place—a small ranch-style a few streets over, no pool, but a killer backyard grill setup.

“Tom’s still trying to get me to host the next barbecue,” Rex said, shaking his head. “Says my yard’s ‘wasted potential.’”

Blake grinned. “Tom says that about every yard that isn’t his.”

More laughter. Another round of bottles cracked open. The room felt warmer, the air looser.

Blake leaned forward, elbows on his knees, beer dangling between his fingers. His voice stayed easy, conversational, but there was a subtle shift in tone—lower, more deliberate.

“You know,” he said, “Chelsea and I have been trying some new things lately. Trying to keep the spark alive, you know? Marriage gets comfortable. Sometimes you need to shake it up a little.”

Rex’s bottle paused halfway to his mouth. He lowered it slowly, dark eyes moving from Blake to Chelsea and back again. One eyebrow lifted—just a touch. Curious. Not shocked. Not yet.

“Yeah?” he said, voice even. “What kind of new things?”

Blake glanced at Chelsea. She met his eyes, gave the smallest nod—permission to keep going.

Blake turned back to Rex. “Nothing crazy. Just… opening up a bit. Talking about fantasies we’ve never said out loud. Exploring what turns us on when we’re both in the room. Seeing how it feels to push boundaries together.”

Rex leaned back, arm still stretched along the couch. His fingers tapped once against the bottle label—thoughtful, not nervous. “Sounds intimate.”

“It is,” Blake said. “And hot as hell, if you do it right.”

Chelsea’s heart slammed against her ribs. She felt Rex’s gaze settle on her again—steady, searching, but still polite. No pressure. No leer. Just quiet interest.

“You both on the same page with that?” Rex asked, looking directly at her now.

She swallowed, forced her voice steady. “We are. We’ve talked a lot. Set rules. It’s… important to us that it stays ours. That it brings us closer.”

Rex nodded once—slow, considering. “Makes sense.”

Silence stretched for a beat—not uncomfortable, exactly. Charged. The string lights reflected in the dark glass of his bottle; his thumb brushed the condensation absently.

Blake took a slow pull from his beer, eyes never leaving Rex’s face. “We’ve been thinking about someone we trust. Someone who gets it. No drama. No strings. Just… heat.”

Rex’s eyebrow lifted again—higher this time. He looked at Chelsea, held her gaze for a long second.

“You’re saying I’m on the short list?” he asked, voice low, almost amused.

Chelsea felt the flush climb her chest, her neck, her cheeks. She didn’t look away.

“Yes,” she whispered, then—before she could second-guess the boldness that surged through her—“and there’s nothing short about you, Rex. Not you… and definitely not what’s between your legs.”

The words hung in the air like smoke. Rex’s eyes darkened instantly, pupils flaring. A slow, dangerous smile tugged at the corner of his mouth—small, but real. He exhaled through his nose, once, sharp, then leaned forward and set his bottle on the coffee table with deliberate care.

Blake’s grin was slow and satisfied, eyes glittering as he watched the exchange.

Rex’s gaze never left Chelsea’s. “Good to know you noticed,” he said quietly, voice rougher now, edged with heat. “I was hoping you had.”

Chelsea’s thighs clenched under the dress, fresh slickness soaking through her panties. The room felt ten degrees warmer.

“Alright,” Rex said, leaning back again, but the relaxed posture no longer felt casual—it felt like a predator settling in to wait. “I’m listening.”

No more neighborhood gossip. No more gym talk.

Just the three of them, drinks forgotten, the air thick with promise and the unspoken agreement that the night was about to change.

Chelsea excused herself with a murmured “I’ll grab another round,” even though no one had finished their current beer. She needed the space, the few seconds alone in the kitchen to breathe, to steady the frantic beat of her heart. Her hands shook as she pulled three fresh IPAs from the fridge, the cold glass biting into her palms. She pressed one to the flushed skin of her neck for a moment, closed her eyes, and let the chill sink in.

When she returned to the living room, the atmosphere had thickened. Blake sat straighter in the armchair, legs spread, elbows on his knees, watching her like he could already see every filthy thing about to unfold. Rex hadn’t moved—still lounging on the sectional, one arm along the back, thighs wide—but his posture had shifted. Less relaxed now. More expectant. His dark eyes tracked her every step as she set the bottles down on the coffee table.

She didn’t sit right away. Instead she stood between them, fingers twisting in the fabric of her dress, feeling the wrap pull tighter across her breasts with each shallow breath.

Rex spoke first, voice low and rough-edged. “You sure about this, Chelsea?”

She met his gaze. “I’m sure.”

He nodded once—slow, deliberate—then leaned forward, forearms braced on his thighs. “Then tell me how you want it to start.”

Chelsea swallowed. The words felt huge in her throat, but once she began they came easier, like something long-held finally being released.

“I want you to kiss me,” she said softly. “Slow at first. Like you mean it. Then harder. I want your hands on me—everywhere. I want to feel how strong you are. How much bigger you are than me.”

Rex’s eyes darkened. “And Blake?”

“He watches.” She glanced at her husband; Blake’s jaw was tight, pupils blown, the front of his jeans already straining. “From the chair. Right there. No touching. Not yet. Just… seeing.”

Blake’s voice came out gravel-rough. “That’s right.”

Rex stood—slowly, unfolding all that height and muscle until he towered over her. He didn’t rush. Didn’t crowd. Just closed the distance until she had to tilt her head back to hold his gaze. Up close he smelled like clean skin, faint cedar, and the warm bitterness of beer on his breath.

He lifted one big hand, brushed his knuckles along her jaw—gentle, testing. “You can stop me anytime,” he murmured. “Say the word.”

“I know.”

Then he kissed her.

Slow. Deep. His mouth was firm, lips parting hers with easy confidence, tongue sliding in to taste her like he had all night to learn every corner. Chelsea’s hands came up instinctively, fingers curling into the front of his T-shirt, feeling the hard slabs of his chest beneath. He groaned softly into her mouth—low, approving—and one hand slid to the small of her back, pulling her flush against him.

She felt it immediately: the thick, heavy length of his cock pressing against her lower belly through his jeans, already half-hard and growing fast. The sheer size of him made her knees weak; she whimpered into the kiss, hips rocking forward on instinct, seeking more friction.

Rex’s other hand slid up her side, thumb brushing the underside of her breast through the dress, then higher until his palm cupped her fully, squeezing with just enough pressure to make her gasp. He broke the kiss long enough to drag his mouth along her jaw, down the side of her neck, teeth grazing the sensitive spot below her ear.

“Fuck, you taste good,” he rumbled against her skin.

Chelsea’s head fell back, eyes fluttering open—and locking with Blake’s.

Her husband hadn’t moved from the chair. His hands gripped the armrests so hard the knuckles were white; his chest rose and fell in heavy breaths. His cock strained visibly against his jeans, the outline thick and unmistakable. He looked wrecked already—eyes dark, lips parted, watching every second like it was the hottest thing he’d ever seen.

“Tell him,” Blake rasped. “Tell him what you want next.”

Chelsea’s voice came out trembling, wrecked. “I want you to take this dress off me, Rex. Slowly. I want Blake to see everything.”

Rex lifted his head, eyes flicking to Blake for half a second—acknowledgment, permission—then back to her. “Turn around.”

She did.

His fingers found the tie at her waist, tugged it loose with deliberate care. The wrap dress parted like wrapping paper, sliding off her shoulders to pool at her elbows. He pushed it down her arms, let it fall to the floor in a soft heap.

She stood there in black lace panties and a matching bra—simple, elegant, chosen with exactly this moment in mind. Rex’s breath hitched audibly. One big hand splayed across her stomach, pulling her back against his chest; she felt the hard ridge of his cock nestle against the small of her back, hot even through denim.

“Beautiful,” he murmured against her ear, loud enough for Blake to hear. His other hand cupped her breast again, thumb circling the lace-covered nipple until it stood painfully tight. “Look at her, Blake. Look how fucking perfect she is.”

Blake groaned low in his throat, one hand finally dropping to palm himself through his jeans. “She is.”

Chelsea’s head lolled back against Rex’s shoulder, eyes half-lidded, locked on her husband. “Touch me,” she whispered—to Rex, but for both of them. “Everywhere.”

Rex didn’t hesitate. His hand slid down her stomach, fingers dipping beneath the lace waistband of her panties. He found her soaked—slid two thick fingers along her slick folds, circled her clit once, slow and firm.

Chelsea cried out, hips bucking. “Yes—God—”

Rex’s mouth found her neck again, sucking a bruise there while his fingers worked her—slow, deep strokes inside her, thumb rubbing tight circles over her clit. She was dripping down his hand already, the wet sounds obscene in the quiet room.

Blake watched, breathing hard, hand squeezing himself through his jeans. “Tell me how it feels, Chels.”

“So good,” she gasped. “His fingers are so thick… stretching me… fuck, I’m so wet…”

Rex growled against her skin, pumped his fingers deeper. “She’s clenching around me already. Gonna come fast like this, aren’t you?”

“Yes—please—”

He curled his fingers, hit that spot inside her that made stars burst behind her eyes.

Chelsea shattered—back arching, thighs trembling, a broken moan tearing from her throat as she came hard around his fingers, slick gushing over his hand.

Rex held her through it, kissing her neck, murmuring low praise. “Good girl… that’s it… let him see how pretty you come.”

When the aftershocks faded, Chelsea sagged against him, boneless. Rex eased his fingers out, brought them to his mouth, licked them clean while holding Blake’s gaze.

Then he looked down at her, voice rough. “What next, Chelsea?”

She looked up at Rex—really looked. Chelsea’s fingers trembled only slightly as she reached for Rex’s belt, sliding the leather free before slowly dragging down the zipper of his jeans, her breath catching when the thick, heavy length of his cock sprang free—veined, flushed, and already half-hard—close enough now that she could feel its warmth against her lips as she leaned in for a better, hungrier look.

His balls hung heavy beneath, full and tight against the base, skin smooth and warm-looking. The sheer size of him made her mouth water; she could already imagine the weight of it on her tongue, the way it would stretch her lips wide.

“I want to taste you,” she whispered, voice husky. “I want to play with it. All of it.”

Rex exhaled sharply through his nose, one big hand coming up to brush her cheek—gentle, almost reverent. “Then take it, baby.”

Chelsea wrapped both hands around the base; even together her fingers didn’t quite meet. She stroked upward slowly, feeling every ridge, every pulsing vein under the velvety skin. The head flared wider as she pumped him once, twice, coaxing another thick drop of pre-cum to the surface. She leaned in and licked it off with the flat of her tongue—salty, musky, warm. Rex groaned low in his throat, hips flexing forward just a fraction.

She took her time exploring. First she kissed along the underside, lips soft and open, tracing the thick central vein from base to tip with slow, wet presses of her mouth. Then she nuzzled lower—nose brushing the soft skin of his sack—inhaling the clean, masculine scent of him mixed with the faint soap from his earlier shower. She kissed one heavy ball, then the other, sucking gently, rolling them against her tongue while her hands kept stroking the shaft in long, lazy pulls.

“Fuck,” Rex breathed, fingers threading into her hair—not pulling, just holding. “Look at her, Blake. Look how much she loves it.”

Blake’s voice came from behind her, rough and reverent. “She does. Always been greedy with her mouth when she wants something bad enough.”

Chelsea moaned softly against Rex’s balls, the vibration making him twitch in her grip. She licked a slow, broad stripe back up the length—tongue flat and wet—then swirled around the head, dipping into the slit to taste more of him. When she finally took him into her mouth, she did it slow: lips stretching wide around the thick crown, jaw aching pleasantly as she worked the first few inches past her teeth.

She hollowed her cheeks and sucked—gentle at first, then harder—tongue pressing flat along the underside while her free hand pumped his shaft. Rex’s thighs tensed under her palms; his breathing turned ragged.

“Goddamn,” he growled. “That mouth… so fucking hot.”

Chelsea bobbed deeper, relaxing her throat as much as she could, taking more of him until the head nudged the back of her mouth. Tears pricked her eyes from the stretch, but she didn’t stop—loved the fullness, the way her lips were stretched thin around his girth, the way his cock throbbed against her tongue with every heartbeat. She pulled back slowly, letting saliva string between her lips and the glistening head, then dove down again, faster this time, sucking with wet, sloppy enthusiasm.

Her free hand cupped his balls again—rolling them, tugging gently, feeling how full and tight they were. Rex’s hips started to rock—shallow, controlled thrusts—fucking her mouth while she moaned around him, the sounds obscene and wet in the quiet room.

Blake watched, slowly stroking his cock and loving the show. “You look so pretty like this,” he murmured. “Stuffed full of him. Taking every inch you can.”

Chelsea’s pussy clenched hard at the words—empty and aching. She reached between her own thighs with her free hand, fingers sliding through her slick folds, circling her swollen clit while she sucked Rex deeper, faster.

Rex’s control started to fray. His fingers tightened in her hair; his thighs trembled. “Chelsea—fuck—I’m close. Where do you want it?”

She pulled off with a wet pop, hand pumping him fast and slick. “On my tongue,” she gasped. “I want to taste it. All of it.”

Rex groaned—deep, broken—and his cock swelled in her grip. She opened her mouth wide, tongue flat and waiting, eyes locked on his.

He came hard—thick, hot ropes spilling across her tongue, painting her lips, dripping down her chin. She swallowed what landed in her mouth—salty, bitter, warm—then milked him through the last pulses, licking the head clean while he shuddered above her.

When he finally stilled, breathing hard, Chelsea sat back on her heels, lips swollen, chin glistening. She looked up at both men—Blake’s eyes dark with awe and hunger, Rex’s heavy-lidded and satisfied.

Rex cupped her face with both hands—gentle now—tilting her chin up. “You’re fucking unreal,” he murmured.

Chelsea smiled—slow, wicked, still tasting him on her tongue.

She looked between them again, voice soft but certain.

“I’m not done yet.”

She reached out one trembling hand toward her husband.

“Come here,” she whispered. “I want you both now.”

Blake rose from the armchair without a word, eyes locked on Chelsea like she was the only thing in the room that existed. Rex released her gently, stepping back just enough to give Blake room, though his hand lingered at the small of her back—possessive, steadying.

Chelsea reached for her husband first. Her fingers curled into the front of his Henley, pulling him close until their bodies pressed together. She kissed him hard—open-mouthed, desperate—tasting the faint bitterness of beer on his tongue, feeling the tremor in his hands as they framed her face. Blake groaned into her mouth, low and broken, one palm sliding down to grip her ass through the lace, squeezing hard enough to make her whimper.

Rex watched—silent, breathing heavier now—his cock dangling free and heavy after the amazing blowjob Chelsea had just given him.

Chelsea broke the kiss, turned her head toward Rex, and whispered, “Both of you. Now.”

They moved as one.

Blake’s mouth found her neck while Rex stepped in behind her again, sandwiching her between their bodies. She felt Rex’s erection grind against her lower back—hot, impossibly hard now, the thick length of it pressing insistently. Blake’s hands roamed her front, unhooking her bra with practiced ease; the lace fell away, and he palmed her bare breasts, thumbs flicking her nipples into tight, aching peaks.

Rex’s hands slid down her hips, hooked the waistband of her panties, and dragged them slowly down her thighs. The cool air hit her soaked pussy; she shivered, thighs slick with her own arousal. Rex kicked the lace aside, then pressed two thick fingers back inside her from behind—still dripping from her earlier orgasm—pumping slow and deep while his other hand cupped her ass, spreading her slightly.

“Fuck, she’s dripping,” Rex growled against her ear, loud enough for Blake to hear. “So fucking wet for this.”

Blake dropped to his knees in front of her. He looked up—eyes dark, reverent—and spread her thighs wider with gentle pressure. Then his mouth was on her.

He licked a long, slow stripe up her slit, tongue flattening over her clit before sucking it between his lips. Chelsea cried out, hands flying to his hair, hips bucking forward into his face. Rex held her steady from behind, fingers curling inside her, stroking that spot that made her legs shake.

“God—Blake—Rex—” Her voice cracked, words dissolving into moans.

Rex’s free hand slid up to cup one breast, pinching the nipple hard enough to make her gasp. “Look at him eating you,” he murmured, voice rough. “He’s hungry for it. For how wet another man made you.”

Blake groaned against her pussy, the vibration sending fresh sparks through her core. He sucked harder, tongue flicking fast over her clit while Rex fucked her with slow, deep thrusts of his fingers.

She came again—sudden, violent—thighs clamping around Blake’s head, walls pulsing around Rex’s fingers, a sharp cry tearing from her throat. Slick coated Blake’s chin; Rex’s hand glistened when he pulled free.

They didn’t give her time to recover.

Blake stood, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, eyes wild. He stripped fast—Henley over his head, jeans and boxers shoved down—cock springing free, thick and leaking at the tip.

Rex shoved his jeans and boxers down in one motion, kicking them aside until he stood completely naked in front of her—every inch of his tall, muscled frame on full display.

His cock, still slick from her earlier blowjob, hung heavy between his thighs for only a moment before it began to harden again right before her eyes. The thick shaft thickened and lengthened with each heartbeat, veins pulsing along its length as it rose, curving upward until it stood fully erect—flushed dark at the wide head, glistening with a fresh bead of pre-cum. Chelsea’s mouth watered; her pussy clenched hard around nothing, aching at the sight of him fully bare and ready once more.

Rex wrapped one big hand around the base, stroked once—slow, deliberate—letting her see every inch. “You want this inside you?”

“Yes,” she breathed. “I want it and I want it raw!  I want to feel you coming inside me.”

Rex stepped behind her now, hands firm on her hips, guiding her forward until she was bent over the arm of the sectional again. Blake moved in front, cock already hard and leaking as he positioned himself at her mouth.

Chelsea opened for him eagerly, tongue flat, lips stretching wide around his familiar thickness as she took him deep. Blake groaned low, fingers threading gently into her hair, rocking slow at first while she sucked him with wet, hungry pulls.

Behind her, Rex lined up—his huge cock, thick and veined and fully hard again, nudged against her soaked entrance. The broad head parted her slick folds, pressing in slow, relentless pressure. Chelsea moaned around Blake’s shaft, the sound vibrating through him as Rex stretched her open inch by thick inch.

“Fuck,” Rex growled, voice rough with restraint. “So tight… even after coming twice. Look how she takes it, Blake—pussy gripping me like she never wants to let go.”

Chelsea’s eyes watered from the stretch—Rex was bigger than anything she’d felt before, his girth forcing her walls to yield, filling her so completely she could feel every pulsing vein dragging along her sensitive inner ridges. She pushed back instinctively, whimpering around Blake’s cock as Rex sank deeper, hips finally flush against her ass.

Blake’s hands tightened in her hair. “That’s it, baby… take him. Let him stretch that pretty little cunt while you suck me.”

Rex started moving—slow, deep thrusts at first, letting her adjust to his size, each withdrawal pulling a slick, obscene sound from her body before he drove back in, bottoming out with a heavy slap of skin on skin. Chelsea rocked between them, filled from both ends, every forward thrust from Rex pushing her mouth further down Blake’s shaft.

The rhythm built—Rex’s hips snapping harder now, fucking her with long, powerful strokes that made her breasts bounce, her clit throb untouched. Blake matched the pace, fucking her mouth in shallow, controlled thrusts, groaning every time her tongue swirled around the head.

“Goddamn,” Rex rasped, one hand sliding up her spine to grip her shoulder, the other digging into her hip. “She’s so fucking wet… dripping down my balls. You feel that, Chelsea? How deep I am inside you?”

She could only moan—muffled, desperate—around Blake’s cock. Her pussy clenched hard around Rex’s thickness with every thrust, the stretch bordering on too much and exactly right all at once. Blake reached down, fingers finding her clit again, rubbing fast, tight circles that sent sparks racing up her spine.

She shattered first—screaming around Blake’s length, walls spasming violently around Rex’s huge cock, milking him as her orgasm ripped through her. Slick gushed down her thighs; her body shook so hard Rex had to hold her steady.

Blake followed seconds later—groaning her name as he pulsed hot and thick down her throat. She swallowed greedily, milking him with her tongue until he shuddered and pulled free, a thin string of saliva and cum connecting her swollen lips to his tip for a moment before it broke.

Rex kept fucking her through her aftershocks—harder now, chasing his own release. “Gonna fill you up,” he growled. “Gonna stretch you so wide you’ll feel me for days.”

He buried himself to the hilt one last time, hips jerking as he came with a low, guttural groan, cock throbbing deep inside her filling that sweet pussy with every pulse.

They collapsed onto the couch together—Chelsea sandwiched between them, trembling, pussy still fluttering around the memory of Rex’s size, lips swollen from Blake, skin flushed and marked.

Blake kissed her temple, voice soft and wrecked. “You okay?”

She nodded, dazed and smiling through the haze. “More than okay.”

Rex brushed sweat-damp hair from her face—gentle now, almost tender. “You’re fucking incredible.”

Chelsea looked between them—her husband on one side, the man who’d just stretched her open and fucked her senseless on the other—and felt something settle deep inside her.

Not broken.

Not ruined.

Just… wider. Hotter. New.

She reached for both their hands, laced her fingers through theirs.

And for the first time since the move, she didn’t feel like she was on the outside looking in.

She felt exactly where she belonged.

[image: ]

cover.jpeg
THE RELUCTANT






OEBPS/image_rsrcUY.jpg





